Gustave Flaubert Letters

you, never having written a line, you must believe them and
submit to them.

It is a strange thing how much pleasure imbeciles find in
floundering about in the work of another! in cutting it, cor-
recting it, playing the pedagogue! Did I tell you that I was,
because of that, very much at odds with a certain *****. He
wanted to make over, sometime ago, a novel that I had
recommended to him, which was not very good, but of which
he is incapable of turning the least phrase. And I did not
hide from him my opinion about him; inde irae. However, it
is impossible for me to be so modest as to think that that good
Pole is better than I am in French prose. And you want me
to remain calm! dear master! I have not your temperament!
I am not like you, always soaring above the miseries of this
world. Your Cruchard is as sensitive as if he were divested of
skin. And imbecility, self-sufficiency, injustice exasperate him
more and more. Thus the ugliness of the Germans who sur-
round me shuts off the view of the Righi!!! Zounds! What
mugs!

God be thanked, "of my horrible sight I purge their States."
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Then, after having been bored like an ass on the top of
the Righi, I returned home the first of August and started my
book. The beginning was not easy, it was even "direful,"
and "methought" I should die of despair; but now things are
going, I am all right, come what may! But one needs to be
absolutely mad to undertake such a book. I fear that, by
its very conception, it is radically impossible. We shall see.
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